REMINISCENCES

Charles Fechter, the great actor who had just "been de-
lighting and astonishing the artistic world of London.
Longfellow I had met already, and had received from
him a cordial invitation to pay him a visit at his home
in Cambridge. After the dinner some of the company,
among whom was Oliver Wendell Holmes, did me the
favour to come to my rooms for some further talk. The
dinner itself I should say was delightful; there was no
formality about it, there were no toasts and no speeches;
it was simply a gathering of Mends brought together by
a common love for literature and art and science, and
by an ever-youthful capacity for social enjoyment which
defied the chilling process of years. I dined with the
Saturday Club on other occasions also, and met for the
most part the same circle of friends, with the addition
"usually of some stranger from Europe, who made a con-
genial figure at such a gathering. I had many oppor-
tunities of meeting Emerson, and never met him with-
out a certain curious feeling of wonder that a man of
his profound thought and of an intellect which might
have seemed to be lifted so much above the ordinary
concerns of life could bring himself so readily into the
most unaffected congeniality of companionship with
everyday men like myself. The last time I ever saw
him is filled with the most melancholy recollections for
me. I am passing over a large number of years at a
step to come to a visit which I paid to Emerson the last
time he was in Europe. He was then staying in one of
the hotels in the Waterloo Place region, and was quite
broken in health. His memory had long begun to fail
him, I had heard of his sinking health, but did not
know that it had sunk so far, or I would not have
thought of disturbing him by the useless ceremony of
a visit. His daughter was with him; and he received
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